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Teachers as Writers
This section sets aside a place for teachers to publish original poetry, short stories, or snapshot memoirs
related to teaching.

Spunk

Getting My Mouth Washed Out

(For Wendy N odiff)
As I sat shyly in a back row,
You strode to the front
To give Miss Carpenter
Your registration form for seventh grade.
I stared at your petite body,
Your sandy hair, your white flats
Worn after Labor Day.
I admired your spunk.
You jawboned your way
Into the all-male shop class
While the rest of us girls
Learned how to sew.
You confronted Leo, the brainy class show off,
Without batting an eye.
You started a girls' rowing crew
And served as team captain.
After sophomore year, your family moved away.
I never saw you again.
I miss you, wish we could get together,
And hope you've never lost your spunk.

Exam Week Sketch
(Albion College)

Once my grandmother got very angry
When I argued with her.
I was a 5-year-old
Who did not know her place.
So she told me to open my mouth
And then she put a bar of soap inside.
Forty-six years later,
I still remember
That awful taste.
But I didn't stop arguing
With her or anyone else.
I've argued with teachers, parents,
Rabbis, politicians, and bosses
If they try to limit my freedom
Or curtail other people's rights.
I've lived long enough
To see some reforms.
So here's my advice
To other rebellious kids:
If someone threatens you
With a bar of soap,
Keep talking so fast
That no one can ever wedge
A stopper in your mouth.

Driving down Route 23
After Work in a Blizzard

Grading term papers,
Judy lounges on the couch,
Cool amid chaos.

The snow explodes in my headlights.
It rushes toward me
With images of my students,
Fragmented like fireworks,
Dazzling my tired eyes.

Moving In
Encamped among my belongings,
I arrange troops along three fronts:
Kitchen, bath, living room.
I skirmish with grime and cardboard boxes,
Sorting, polishing, neateningW aging epic battle
Against chaos.
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Expiration Date
She locked her car door and headed into the store. The AC was on full blast, but she didn't seem to notice.
Her thoughts were on the four items on her list: a loaf of bread, a carton of milk, deli turkey, and the dried
cherries. She repeated them to herself as she picked up the small blue plastic basket and headed to the deli.
There was no need to take a number-the store was almost deserted at this hour. She stared at the cold cuts
displayed behind the glass. Why were there so many choices? She had struggled through enough decisions
today and now she just wanted things to be simple.
"Smoked turkey, please."
"Shaved or sliced?"
"The thinner one, please."
"How much would you like?"
"Only a few slices."
There didn't seem to be any point to ordering extra, especially not today. She thanked the young man behind
the counter and headed to the back of the store for the bread and milk. On her way, she passed the wine. One
bottle won't hurt.
Her thoughts of the day washed over her like a wave.

Did she want to fight it?
Who would be her voice when she was forced into silence?
Which priest did she want called to bring her final communion?
She noticed the bread was on an endcap, marked down today only. She found the brand she had always liked
as a child. No worries about high fructose corn syrup or zero grams of fiber now.
The dried cherries, she had almost forgotten. She wandered slowly back to the produce department. Again,
the choices were maddening. Yet she finally recognized she was in control of something. She felt strengthened.
She could choose. Generic or name brand, yogurt or chocolate covered, alone or in a mix. This choice was hers.
Satisfied with her decision, she headed to pick up her final item, the milk. Out of habit, she checked the
expiration date. She was given only two weeks, but the pasteurization process would enable the soy milk to
outlast her diagnosis. She would expire before the milk did.

Amanda Kiefer
Rochester Hills, MI

WORDS
Words are leeches
They draw out my thinking
Like viscous, they're sticky
Never quite letting me go
S. Rebecca Leigh
Rochester, MI
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